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of others and extracting whatever was helpful in the solution,
since he liked his little hostess immensely and was ready not only
to help in general but anxious to help her in particular, he did
his best to push the still glowing image of Lady Catherine into the
background of his mind and set himself to efface the bad impres-
sion their so intimate grouping had made upon Mrs. Rylands.
With an entirely mechanical submission to his initiative she
was walking beside him towards the shade when he spoke.
c I was talking about myself to Lady Catherine,' he said and
paused to help his silent companion down a stepway. * I think I
betrayed a certain sense of my ungainliness.. .. I am ungainly....
Lady Catherine is full of generous impulsive helpfulness and her
method of reassuring me was - dramatic and - tangible.3
Mrs. Rylands made no immediate reply.
A score or so of paces and they were in the chequered shade of
the stone-pines and then a zigzag had taken them out of the
Caatinga altogether and down to a gully, with a trickle of water
and abundant ferns and horse-tails and there in a cool cavernous
place, that opened to them like a blessing, was a long seat of
wood. Mrs. Rylands sat down. Mr. Sempack stood over her, a
little at a loss.
CI thought I might talk to you,3 she repeated. 'I thought I
might be able to talk to you.5
"And now - something has spoilt me/ he said. 'Perhaps I
know how you feel. ... I wish ... If you cannot talk to me,
perhaps you will let me sit down here and even, it may be,
presently say a word or so to you.3
He sat down slowly beside her and became quite still.
'The world has gone ugly/ she said.
He stirred, a rustle of interrogation.
"'It is all cruel and ugly,3 she burst out. cUgly! I wish I were
dead.5
Mr. Sempack did not look at her. She swallowed her tears un-
observed. CI was afraid this would happen to you/ he said, 'from
the very moment I saw you. Afraid 11 knew it had to happen to you.9
She looked at him in astonishment. 'But how do you know
what has happened?3
CI don3t. That is - I know no particulars. But I know you
thought of a life, subtle and fine as Venetian glass, and I know
that is all shattered.'
e I thought life could be clean and fine.*